7th Grade English Language Arts

Optional Enrichment
Activities
To Accompany

Memoir Guidebook
Unit

Memoir
Difference Between a Memoir and an Autobiography
Both memoirs and autobiographies involve a person writing about his or her own life, but that's
where the similarities stop. These are a few of the key differences:


Scope - An autobiography covers a set period of time in a person's life or often, the entire
life. A memoir may skip around or only cover one or two events.



Purpose - An autobiography's purpose is to inform a reader or record events. A memoir's
purpose is to explore a theme and pass on insights.



Length - An autobiography is generally a book-length manuscript. A memoir can be any
length, from a personal essay of a few pages to an entire book.



Tone - Because the purpose is different, the tone may be different too. An autobiography
is often more formal and factual sounding, while a memoir may employ more humor and
casual writing.

Coming of Age
The Coming-of-Age Theme


Many realistic stories depict their protagonist growing up or coming of age. The
coming-of-age stories typically trace the protagonist's growth from a selfabsorbed, immature individual into an expansive, mature human being
concerned with the welfare of others, and his/her place in the world
scheme.



In good realistic fiction, the characters possesses a clearly defined
personality and exhibits growth during the course of the story. Their growth
of self-awareness usually comes with struggling, pain, and even suffering.



In children's stories, the protagonist usually reaches a higher level of maturity and
a greater sense of self-awareness by the book's end, but has not achieved
adulthood.



Classic example: Frances Hodgson Burnett's "The Secret Garden" (1909).

Name:

Class:

The Terror
By Junot Díaz
2015

Junot Díaz is a Dominican American writer, creative writing professor, and editor. Díaz’s work often focuses
on the experience of immigrants. In this text, Díaz recounts his experiences with fear after getting beat-up as
an adolescent. As you read, take notes on how Díaz describes fear.
[1]

I got jumped at a pretty bad time in my life. Not
that there’s ever a good time.
What I mean is that I was already deep in the
1
vulnerability matrix. I had just entered seventh
grade, was at peak adolescent craziness and, to
make matters worse, was dealing with a new
2
middle school whose dreary white middle-class
3
bigotry was cutting the heart out of me. I wasn’t
two periods into my first day before a classmate
4
called me a ‘‘sand n—,’’ as if it were no big deal.
Someone else asked me if my family ate dogs
every day or only once in a while. By my third
month, that school had me feeling like the
poorest, ugliest immigrant freak in the universe.

"Ripping the white" by Sergio Alvarez is licensed under CC BY-NCSA 2.0.

5

My home life was equally trying. My father abandoned the family the year before, plunging our
household into poverty. No sooner than that happened, my brother, who was one year older and my
6
best friend and protector, was found to have leukemia, the kind that in those days had a real nasty
habit of killing you. One day he was sprawled on our front stoop in London Terrace holding court, and
the next he was up in Newark, 40 pounds lighter and barely able to piss under his own power, looking
as if he were one bad cold away from the grave.
I didn’t know what to do with myself. I tried to be agreeable, to make friends, but that didn’t work so
hot; mostly I just slouched in my seat, hating my clothes and my glasses and my face. Sometimes I
wrote my brother letters. Made it sound as though I were having a great time at school — a ball.

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.

Here, vulnerability matrix most likely describes an individual’s risk of being attacked or getting hurt.
Dreary (adjective): causing unhappiness or sad feelings
Bigotry (noun): stubborn prejudice against other people or ideas
a derogatory term for someone of Middle Eastern descent
Trying (adjective): hard to bear or put up with
a type of cancer that affects the blood and bone marrow

1

[5]

And then came the beat-down. Not at school, as I would have expected, but on the other side of the
neighborhood. At the hands and feet of these three brothers I dimly knew. The youngest was my age,
7
and on the day in question we had a spat over something — I can’t remember what. I do remember
pushing him down hard onto the sidewalk and laughing about it, and the kid running off in tears,
swearing he was going to kill me. Then the scene in my head jumps, and the next thing I know, the kid
comes back with his two older brothers, and I’m getting my face punched in. The older brothers held
me down and let the younger brother punch me all he wanted. I cried out for my brother, but he was
in Beth Israel Hospital, saving no one. I remember one of the older ones saying, ‘‘Hit him in the teeth.’’
As these things go, it wasn’t too bad. I didn’t actually lose any teeth or break any limbs or misplace an
eye. Afterward, I even managed to limp home. My mother was at the hospital, so no one noticed that I
had gotten stomped. Even took my blackened eye to classes the next day, but because my assailants
attended another school, I didn’t have to tell the truth. I said, ‘‘It happened in karate.’’
My first real beat-down, and I was furious and ashamed, but above all else I was afraid. Afraid of my
assailants. Afraid they would corner me again. Afraid of a second beat-down. Afraid and afraid and
afraid. Eventually the bruises and the rage faded, but not the fear. The fear remained. An awful
8
withering dread that coiled around my bowels — that followed me into my dreams. (‘‘Hit him in the
9
teeth.’’) I guess I should have told someone, but I was too humiliated. And besides, my No.1 confidant,
my brother, wasn’t available.
So I locked up the whole miserable affair deep inside. I thought that would help, but avoidance only
seemed to give it more strength.
10

Without even thinking about it, I started doing everything I could to duck the brothers. I shunned
their part of the neighborhood. I started looking around buildings to make sure the coast was clear. I
stayed in the apartment a lot more, reading three, four books a week. And whenever I saw the
brothers, together or individually — in a car, on a bike, on foot — the fear would spike through me so
11
powerfully that I felt as though I was going to lose my mind. In Dune, a novel I adored in those days,
Frank Herbert observed that ‘‘Fear is the mind-killer,’’ and let me tell you, my man knows of what he
speaks. When the brothers appeared, I couldn’t think for nothing. I would drop whatever I was doing
and get away, and it was only later, after I calmed down, that I would realize what I had done.
[10]

12

The brothers didn’t pursue me. They would jeer at me and occasionally throw rocks, but even if they
weren’t chasing me in the flesh, they sure were chasing me in spirit. After these encounters, I would be
13
a mess for days: depressed, irritable, hypervigilant, ashamed. I hated these brothers from the bottom
of my heart, but even more than them, I hated myself for my cowardice.
Before that attack, I had felt fear plenty of times — which poor immigrant kid hasn’t? — but after my
14
beating, I became afraid. And at any age, that is a dismal place to be.

7.
8.
9.
10.
11.
12.
13.
14.

a disagreement
the intestines
Confidant (noun): a close friend with whom one shares personal secrets
Shun (verb): to avoid something (or someone) out of fear or dislike
a science fiction novel set in the future amongst an interstellar society
Jeer (verb): to make rude and mocking remarks
always watching for signs of danger
Dismal (adjective): showing or causing sadness; very bad or poor

2

15

Given all the other c— I was facing, my adolescence was never going to win any awards. But
sometimes I like to think that if that beat-down didn’t happen, I might have had an easier time of it.
Maybe a whole bunch of other awfulness would not have happened. But who can really know? In the
end, the fear became another burden I had to shoulder — like having a sick brother or brown skin in a
white school.
Took me until I was a sophomore in high school — yes, that long — before I finally found it in me to
16
start facing my terror. By then, my older brother was in remission and wearing a wig to hide his
baldness. Maybe his improbable survival was what gave me courage, or maybe it was all the Robert
Cormier I was reading — his young heroes were always asking themselves, ‘‘Do I dare disturb the
universe?’’ before ultimately deciding that yes, they did dare. Whatever it was, one day I found myself
17
fleeing from a sighting of the brothers, and suddenly I was brought up short by an appalling vision:
me running away forever.
I forced myself to stop. I forced myself to turn toward them, and it felt as if the whole world was
turning with me. I couldn’t make myself walk toward them, I could barely even look at them, so I settled
for standing still. As the brothers approached, the ground started tilting out from under me. One of
them scowled.
[15]

And then, without a word, they walked past.

First published in The New York Times and reprinted by permission of Junot Díaz and Aragi Inc.

15.
16.
17.

The author included a curse word here for emphasis.
a period in the course of a disease when symptoms become less severe
Appalling (adjective): causing shock, disgust, or alarm

3

Text-Dependent Questions
Directions: For the following questions, choose the best answer or respond in complete sentences.
1.

PART A: Which of the following identifies the main idea of the text?
A.
B.
C.
D.

2.

PART B: Which section from the text best supports the answer to Part A?
A.
B.
C.
D.

3.

“So I locked up the whole miserable affair deep inside. I thought that would help,
but avoidance only seemed to give it more strength.” (Paragraph 8)
“They would jeer at me and occasionally throw rocks, but even if they weren’t
chasing me in the flesh, they sure were chasing me in spirit.” (Paragraph 10)
“But sometimes I like to think that if that beat-down didn’t happen, I might have
had an easier time of it.” (Paragraph 12)
“Took me until I was a sophomore in high school — yes, that long — before I
finally found it in me to start facing my terror.” (Paragraph 13)

PART A: How does Díaz describe fear in paragraph 7?
A.
B.
C.
D.

4.

Fear tormented and controlled Díaz until he no longer allowed it to.
Fear is the most dangerous weapon bullies have against someone who is
different.
Fear allowed Díaz to prepare for future altercations with the brothers.
Fear never proves to be a useful or productive feeling.

He compares it to a ghost.
He depicts it as a constant presence.
He presents it as a deadly cancer.
He personifies it as the brothers.

PART B: Which detail from paragraph 7 best supports the answer to Part A?
A.
B.
C.
D.

“My first real beat-down, and I was furious and ashamed, but above all else I was
afraid.”
“Afraid of my assailants. Afraid they would corner me again.”
“An awful withering dread that coiled around my bowels — that followed me
into my dreams.”
“I guess I should have told someone, but I was too humiliated.”

4

5.

How does his brother’s cancer diagnosis affect Díaz and his ability to cope with the beatdown?

5

Discussion Questions
Directions: Brainstorm your answers to the following questions in the space provided. Be prepared to
share your original ideas in a class discussion.
1.

When have you been controlled by a fear? How did you face your fear, or when did the fear
disappear?

2.

In the context of the text, how does fear drive action? How did Díaz allow his fear of the
brothers to control his actions? Cite evidence from this text, your own experience, and
other literature, art, or history in your answer.

3.

In the context of the text, what does it mean to be brave? How did Díaz finally confront his
fears, and what was the result? Cite evidence from this text, your own experience, and
other literature, art, or history in your answer.

4.

What does it mean to feel alone? How did Díaz’s feelings of fear exaggerate his feelings of
loneliness? Cite evidence from this text, your own experience, and other literature, art, or
history in your answer.

6

Name:

Class:

The Drive-In Movies
By Gary Soto
1990

Gary Soto is an American poet, novelist, and memoirist. In this short story, Soto describes his desire to go to
the drive-in movies as a kid. As you read, take notes on what the narrator does to get what he wants.
[1]

For our family, moviegoing was rare. But if our
1
mom, tired from a week of candling eggs, woke
up happy on a Saturday morning, there was a
chance we might later scramble to our blue
Chevy and beat nightfall to the Starlight Drive-In.
My brother and sister knew this. I knew this. So
on Saturday we tried to be good. We sat in the
cool shadows of the TV with the volume low and
2
watched cartoons, a prelude of what was to
come.
One Saturday I decided to be extra good. When
"Drive In" by Stefani is licensed under CC BY-NC-SA 2.0.
she came out of the bedroom tying her robe, she
yawned a hat-sized yawn and blinked red eyes at the weak brew of coffee I had fixed for her. I made
her toast with strawberry jam spread to all the corners and set three boxes of cereal in front of her. If
she didn’t care to eat cereal, she could always look at the back of the boxes as she drank her coffee.
3

I went outside. The lawn was tall but too wet with dew to mow. I picked up a trowel and began to
4
weed the flower bed. The weeds were really bermuda grass, long stringers that ran finger-deep in the
ground. I got to work quickly and in no time crescents of earth began rising under my fingernails. I was
sweaty hot. My knees hurt from kneeling, and my brain was dull from making the trowel go up and
down, dribbling crumbs of earth. I dug for a half an hour, then stopped to play with the neighbor’s dog
and pop ticks from his poor snout.
I then mowed the lawn, which was still beaded with dew and noisy with bees hovering over clover. This
job was less dull because as I pushed the mower over the shaggy lawn, I could see it looked tidier. My
brother and sister watched from the window. Their faces were fat with cereal, a third helping. I made a
face at them when they asked how come I was working. Rick pointed to part of the lawn.
[5]

“You missed some over there.” I ignored him and kept my attention on the windmill of grassy blades.
While I was emptying the catcher, a bee stung the bottom of my foot. I danced on one leg and was
ready to cry when Mother showed her face at the window. I sat down on the grass and examined my
5
foot: the stinger was pulsating. I pulled it out quickly, ran water over the sting and packed it with mud,
Grandmother’s remedy.
1.
2.
3.
4.

to test an egg for freshness or fertility by holding it to a light
an action or event serving as an introduction to something larger
a small handheld tool with a curved scoop for lifting plants out of the ground
a type of grass common in warmer parts of the world

1

Hobbling, I returned to the flower bed where I pulled more stringers and again played with the dog.
6
More ticks had migrated to his snout. I swept the front steps, took out the garbage, cleaned the lint
7
filter to the dryer (easy), plucked hair from the industrial wash basin in the garage (also easy), hosed
off the patio, smashed three snails sucking paint from the house (disgusting but fun), tied a bundle of
newspapers, put away toys, and, finally, seeing that almost everything was done and the sun was not
too high, started waxing the car.
My brother joined me with an old gym sock, and our sister watched us while sucking on a cherry KoolAid cube. The liquid wax drooled onto the sock, and we began to swirl the white slop on the chrome.
My arms ached from buffing, which though less boring than weeding, was harder. But the beauty was
evident. The shine, hurting our eyes and glinting like an armful of dimes, brought Mother out. She
looked around the yard and said, “Pretty good.” She winced at the grille and returned inside the house.
We began to wax the paint. My brother applied the liquid and I followed him rubbing hard in wide
circles as we moved around the car. I began to hurry because my arms were hurting and my stung foot
looked like a water balloon. We were working around the trunk when Rick pounded on the bottle of
wax. He squeezed the bottle and it sneezed a few more white drops.
[10]

We looked at each other. “There’s some on the sock,” I said. “Let’s keep going.”
We polished and buffed, sweat weeping on our brows. We got scared when we noticed that the gym
sock was now blue. The paint was coming off. Our sister fit ice cubes into our mouths and we worked
harder, more intently, more dedicated to the car and our mother. We ran the sock over the chrome,
trying to pick up extra wax. But there wasn’t enough to cover the entire car. Only half got waxed, but
we thought it was better than nothing and went inside for lunch. After lunch, we returned outside with
tasty sandwiches.
Rick and I nearly jumped. The waxed side of the car was foggy white. We took a rag and began to polish
8
vigorously and nearly in tears, but the fog wouldn’t come off. I blamed Rick and he blamed me. Debra
stood at the window, not wanting to get involved. Now, not only would we not go to the movies, but
Mom would surely snap a branch from the plum tree and chase us around the yard.
Mom came out and looked at us with hands on her aproned hips. Finally, she said, “you boys worked
so hard.” She turned on the garden hose and washed the car. That night we did go to the drive-in. The
9
first feature was about nothing, and the second feature, starring Jerry Lewis, was Cinderfella. I tried to
stay awake. I kept a wad of homemade popcorn in my cheek and laughed when Jerry Lewis fit golf tees
in his nose. I rubbed my watery eyes. I laughed and looked at my mom. I promised myself I would
remember that scene with the golf tees and promised myself not to work so hard the coming Saturday.
Twenty minutes into the movie, I fell asleep with one hand in the popcorn.

“The Drive-In Movies” by Gary Soto © 1990. Used by permission of the author.

5.
6.
7.
8.
9.

to vibrate; to expand and contract repeatedly
Migrate (verb): to move from one region to another
a very large wash basin or tub, suitable for use in a factory
Vigorous (adjective): done with force and energy
a comedy film adaption of the classic Cinderella story, released in 1960

2

Text-Dependent Questions
Directions: For the following questions, choose the best answer or respond in complete sentences.
1.

PART A: How do the narrator’s actions develop the story’s theme?
A.
B.
C.
D.

2.

PART B: Which quote from the text best supports the answer to Part A?
A.
B.
C.
D.

3.

“She looked around the yard and said, ‘Pretty good.’ She winced at the grille and
returned inside the house.” (Paragraph 8)
“We polished and buffed, sweat weeping on our brows. We got scared when we
noticed that the gym sock was now blue. The paint was coming off.” (Paragraph
11)
“Finally, she said, ‘you boys worked so hard.’ She turned on the garden hose and
washed the car. That night we did go to the drive-in.” (Paragraph 13)
“Twenty minutes into the movie, I fell asleep with one hand in the popcorn.”
(Paragraph 14)

PART A: How is the narrator affected when parts of the car turn white?
A.
B.
C.
D.

4.

He does chores because he wants to go to the movies, which shows the value of
working toward one’s goals.
He misses out on his reward by falling asleep, which makes him believe that
hard work is not worth it.
He works hard and realizes that it is better to earn rewards rather than just to
receive them.
He goes against his mother’s rules, which suggests that breaking rules can make
people happy.

He is embarrassed that the family will now be seen in an ugly car.
He feels proud of how hard he and his brother worked on the car.
He feels guilty for getting his siblings involved in his own plans.
He is worried that all of his hard work will actually anger his mother.

PART B: Which quote from the text best supports the answer to Part A?
A.
B.
C.
D.

“But the beauty was evident. The shine, hurting our eyes and glinting like an
armful of dimes, brought Mother out.” (Paragraph 8)
“I blamed Rick and he blamed me. Debra stood at the window, not wanting to
get involved.” (Paragraph 12)
“Now, not only would we not go to the movies, but Mom would surely snap a
branch from the plum tree and chase us around the yard.” (Paragraph 12)
“I promised myself I would remember that scene with the golf tees and
promised myself not to work so hard the coming Saturday.” (Paragraph 13)

3

5.

How does paragraph 7 help develop the plot of the story?

4

Discussion Questions
Directions: Brainstorm your answers to the following questions in the space provided. Be prepared to
share your original ideas in a class discussion.
1.

Do you have chores? Why or why not? Does the reward ever turn out differently than you
expect?

2.

In the context of the story, what does it mean to be grown up? In your opinion, is the
narrator “grown up”? Cite evidence from this text, your own experience, and other
literature, art, or history in your answer.

3.

In the context of the story, what makes a family? How would you describe the narrator, his
siblings, and his mother’s interactions? What about them reminds you of a family? Cite
evidence from this text, your own experience, and other literature, art, or history in your
answer.

5

::6C>2/ 9./6

Preview the Model



,)%'/)8

"

At a Glance

!

 /793<,C+<C%9>9
"8++'*/3- 0/118

/9+7'7>439+=9 6>29?12H&2/+-5/>I</+.=635/+=29<>
=>9<C3>3=+->?+66C+7/793<+><?/=>9<C+,9?>=97/>2381>2+>
2+::/8/.>9>2/+?>29<A2/82/A+=38030>2+8.=3B>21<+./8
+?>9,391<+:23-+67/793<3=+:<37+<C9</C/A3>8/==+--9?8>90
/@/8>=38>2/+?>29<J=630/+8.29A2/9<=2/0/6>+,9?>>2/7

*+39/,> +6:+3)+4,
;+398 '=381+1<+:23-
9<1+83D/<-+82/6:C9?
+-23/@/C9?<:?<:9=/38
</+.381./8>30C381>2/
=/;?/8-/90/@/8>=38+
=>9<C-+82/6:C9?,/>>/<
?8./<=>+8.>2/:69>+8.
+669A=C9?>9+8+6CD/>2/
:9==3,6/7/+8381=90>2/
/@/8>=</+>/+=>9<C=><3:
>9</-9<.>2//@/8>=38>2/
9<./<38A23-2>2/C
2+::/8/.!9>/>2+>89>
+66=>9<C/@/8>=+</90
/;?+637:9<>+8-/38>2/
:69>/-3./A23-2/@/8>=
+</=318303-+8>/89?12>9
,/</-9<./.

+'*+7B8439+=9 9A.9/=A/+<381+0+@9<3>/3>/790
-69>2381+00/->C9?9A-9?6.C9?<-69>2/=3806?/8-/>2/A+C
C9?/B:/<3/8-//@/8>=

+9:7548+
#</@3/A>2/7/793<J=>3>6/+8.03<=>:+<+1<+:2=C9?</+.6995
09<A+C=%9>9?=/=2?79<>9</@/+629A>2//@/8>=+00/->/.237

3'1>?+/9+7'9:7+

+24/7 2+24/73=+:3/-/9089803->398A<3>381>2+>>/66=+
=>9<C0<97>2/A<3>/<J=630/ /793<=+</+,9?>+:/<=98J=
/B:/<3/8-/=+8.</+->398=>923=>9<3-+6/@/8>==C9?</+.H&2/
+-5/>I./-3./A2/>2/<+<C%9>93=?=381>2/7/793<>9>/66
+,9?>23=9A8/B:/<3/8-/=9<+,9?>+23=>9<3-+6/@/8>>2+>2/
63@/.>2<9?129/=589A381>2+>>2//@/8>=+->?+66C2+::/8/.
>9>2/A<3>/<7+5/>2/=>9<C0?883/<9<79</38>/</=>381>9C9?

Soto wants
a black leather
jacket.

Soto’s
mother buys him
an ugly vinyl
jacket.

Meet the Author
M
G
Gary
Soto writes poetry, fiction,
aand nonfiction. Soto was born in
1
1952 in Fresno, California, to a
M
Mexican-American family. The family
sstruggled to make ends meet when he
w
was growing up. There were times when
SSoto had to wear cardboard in his shoes
and pick grapes to make money. In college Soto discovered
poetry. He began writing his own poems and soon won a
national poetry award. Although Soto has written for adults,
today he is best known for his writing for young people.
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profile, 265
terrorist, 266
gagged, 268
eagerly, 268

Launch the Lesson
Prior to reading “The Jacket,” have
students imagine that they have a
gift certificate to use for buying one
article of clothing. If possible, have
students look through clothing
catalogs to find and discuss items
they would and would not choose.
Have students tell why they prefer
certain styles. If it is not possible for
them to look at catalogs, simply have
students describe clothing styles they
like and dislike.
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Words in Use
vinyl, 265
swoop, 266
vicious, 268
mope, 268

Studying this lesson will enable
students to
ruse reading skills such as
identifying sequence of events
rdefine autobiography and explain
how this genre is different from
other nonfiction
rmake connections between the
author’s life and the incident he
describes in his writing
renjoy the retelling of a situation
that is familiar to middle school
students
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Guided Reading: Reading Model
rReading Level: Easy
rDifficulty Consideration: May not
hold student interest
rEase Factor: Length

Teaching
Words

eyewitness, 263
significant, 263
unfortunate,
269
inclusion, 269
indicate, 269

MEMOIR,

263

AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL,
POETRY,

263

263

SEQUENCE OF EVENTS,
PLOT,

263
TONE, 265

263

CLUSTER CHART,

265
265
SENSORY DETAIL, 265
CHARACTER, 265
NARRATOR,

THE JACKET

0258-0283_Lit3eG6_U03_ATE.indd 263

263

7/8/09 2:40:42 PM

::6C>2/ 9./6

Teach the Model
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Summary
Gary Soto tells a story from his own
youth. He recalls his enthusiasm for
getting a new jacket when he outgrew
his old one. Soto’s vision of the perfect
jacket was a black leather biker’s-style
jacket. Unfortunately, his mother had
different ideas. She surprised him with
an avocado-colored jacket with a
mustard yellow lining. Soto was
embarrassed to wear the jacket but
had no choice. In this humorous
memoir, he recounts the mishaps and
misfortunes of his middle school years,
all of which he blames on the fact that
he had to wear what he considered a
less-than-fashionable jacket.
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The Mirrors
& Windows
questions at
the end of
the story focus on the theme of
remembrance. Before they begin
reading, ask students to think
about their past. Are there
decisions that they would change,
knowing what they now know?

W
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More by This Author
Students who like “The Jacket” might
enjoy other stories by Soto. Examples
include Taking Sides and Baseball in
April and Other Stories.

A Memoir by Gary Soto


Program Resources
Planning and Assessment

Program Planning Guide, Selection Lesson Plan
E-Lesson Planner
Assessment Guide, Lesson Test
ExamView

0258-0283_Lit3eG

Meeting the Standards

Nonfiction: Unit 3, Reading Model, pp. 19–27

Technology Tools

Interactive Student Text on CD
Visual Teaching Package
Audio Library
mirrorsandwindows.com

264

Quiz

Mirrors
&
Windows

UNIT 3 NONFICTION
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='038,)7,%:)*%-0)(1)I remember the green
coat that I wore in fifth and sixth grades when you either danced like
a champ or pressed yourself against a greasy wall, bitter as a penny
toward the happy couples.
When I needed a new jacket and my mother asked what kind I
wanted, I described something like bikers wear: black leather and
silver studs with enough belts to hold down a small town. We were
in the kitchen, steam on the windows from her cooking. She listened
so long while stirring dinner that I thought she understood for sure
the kind I wanted. The next day when I got home from school, I
discovered draped on my bedpost a jacket the color of day-old
guacamole. I threw my books on the bed and approached the jacket
slowly, as if it were a stranger whose hand I had to shake. I touched
the vinyl sleeve, the collar, and peeked at the mustard-colored
lining.
From the kitchen mother yelled that my jacket was in the closet.
I closed the door to her voice and pulled at the rack of clothes in the
closet, hoping the jacket on the bedpost wasn’t for me but my mean
brother. No luck. I gave up. From my bed, I stared at the jacket. I
wanted to cry because it was so ugly and so big that I knew I’d have
to wear it a long time. I was a small kid, thin as a young tree, and it
would be years before I’d have a new one. I stared at the jacket, like
an enemy, thinking bad things before I took off my old jacket whose
sleeves climbed halfway to my elbow.
I put the big jacket on. I zipped it up and down several times,
and rolled the cuffs up so they didn’t cover my hands. I put my
hands in the pockets and flapped the jacket like a bird’s wings. I
stood in front of the mirror, full face, then profile, and then looked
over my shoulder as if someone had called me. I sat on the bed,
stood against the bed, and combed my hair to see what I would look
like doing something natural. I looked ugly. I threw it on my
brother’s bed and looked at it for a long time before I slipped it on
and went out to the backyard, smiling a “thank you” to my mom as I
passed her in the kitchen. With my hands in my pockets I kicked a
ball against the fence, and then climbed it to sit looking into the
alley. I hurled orange peels at the mouth of an open garbage can and
when the peels were gone I watched the white puffs of my breath
thin to nothing.
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Analyze Literature
Autobiography Explain that an
autobiography is the true story of a
person’s life written by the person.
The writer tells about events and
situations that will be interesting to
readers. Have students brainstorm
other experiences fifth and sixth
graders have that might be interesting
to retell in an autobiography.

Analyze Literature
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Memoir Answer: It is written from
the first-person point of view. The use
of the pronouns I, we, my, and so on
show that the memoir is written in the
first person. A

Use Reading Strategies
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Visualize Answer: Details include
“color of day-old guacamole,”
“vinyl sleeve,” and “mustard-colored
lining.” B

Use Reading Strategies
Visualize Ask students to listen as
you read aloud the first page. Tell
them to close their eyes and picture in
their minds what you are reading.
Then ask students to open their eyes
and describe the main events they
visualized. Finally, have them record
in sketches and/or words events that
have happened so far in the story. As
students read on, continue to have
them add notes on what they
visualize.
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Reading Proficiency

English Language Learning

Be sure students understand the beginning of the
story. Use a reader’s theater approach with students
working in pairs. Have one student play the role of
the mother and the other of the boy. Ask pairs to
act out the events that happen on the first page.

Read aloud the description of the jacket. Have
students draw the jacket and use colored markers or
pencils to color it as described in the selection. Then
write the words jacket, sleeve, collar, and lining on
the board. Have students use these words to write
titles and captions for their drawings.
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Teach the Model
Use Reading Strategies
Visualize Tell students that as they
visualize what is happening in a story,
one thing they can picture is the
expression on the character’s face.
Model by reading aloud the sentences
telling about Brownie ripping the
jacket. Look surprised and horrified
when you tell about the rip. Look
depressed as you tell about sitting on
the bed with the ripped jacket. Reread
the other incidents in the middle of
the story. Have students imitate the
facial expressions they visualize. A
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Analyze Literature
Tone Answer: The writer uses an
informal, humorous tone. For example,
he exaggerates the danger of Frankie
T. by calling him a terrorist. He also
lists the offense of his best friend,
Steve Negrete, as eating an apple
while looking at him, which is clearly
an innocent action that is taken as
offensive by the hypersensitive
narrator. B
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Use Reading Skills
Identify Sequence of Events
Suggest that students use their story
strip to keep track of events in the
story. Which events are important
enough to include? Which events can
be left out?
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I jumped down, hands in
my pockets, and in the
backyard on my knees I
teased my dog, Brownie, by
swooping my arms while
making bird calls. He jumped
at me and missed. He jumped
again and again, until a tooth
sunk deep, ripping an Lshaped tear on my left sleeve.
I pushed Brownie away to
study the tear as I would a cut
on my arm. There was no
blood, only a few loose pieces
of fuzz. Dumb dog, I thought,
and pushed him away hard
when he tried to bite again. I
got up from my knees and
went to my bedroom to sit
with my jacket on my lap,
with the lights out.
That was the first afternoon with my new jacket. The next day I
wore it to sixth grade and got a D on a math quiz. During the
morning recess Frankie T., the playground terrorist, pushed me to
the ground and told me to stay there until recess was over. My best
friend, Steve Negrete, ate an apple while looking at me, and the girls
turned away to whisper on the monkey bars. The teachers were no
help: they looked my way and talked about how foolish I looked in
my new jacket. I saw their heads bob with laughter, their hands
half-covering their mouths.
Even though it was cold, I took off the jacket during lunch and
played kickball in a thin shirt, my arms feeling like Braille from
goose bumps. But when I returned to class I slipped the jacket on
and shivered until I was warm. I sat on my hands, heating them up,
while my teeth chattered like a cup of crooked dice. Finally warm, I
slid out of the jacket but a few minutes later put it back on when the
fire bell rang. We paraded out into the yard where we, the
sixth graders, walked past all the other grades to stand against the
back fence. Everybody saw me. Although they didn’t say out loud,
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English Language Learning

Enrichment

List on the board any verbs you think may be
unfamiliar to students. For example, you may
include whisper, bob, shiver, chatter, and parade.
Act out each word and discuss its meaning. Use the
word in a sentence. Then have students make up a
sentence using each word. Have them act out the
meaning as they share their sentence with the class.

Ask students to work in pairs. Have one student in
each pair role-play being Gary Soto as a sixth grader
and the other role-play being a guidance counselor,
teacher, principal, or other person who is good at
advising young people. Tell Gary to explain his
problems to the counselor. Ask the counselor to give
Gary advice.
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“Man, that’s ugly,” I heard the buzz-buzz of gossip and even laughter
that I knew was meant for me.
And so I went, in my guacamole-colored jacket. So embarrassed,
so hurt, I couldn’t even do my homework. I received Cs on quizzes,
and forgot the state capitals and the rivers of South America, our
friendly neighbor. Even the girls who had been friendly blew away
like loose flowers to follow the boys in neat jackets.
I wore that thing for three years until the sleeves grew short and
my forearms stuck out like the necks of turtles. All during that time
no love came to me—no little dark girl in a Sunday dress she wore
on Monday. At lunchtime I stayed with the ugly boys who leaned
against the chainlink fence and looked around with propellers of
grass spinning in our mouths. We saw girls walk by alone, saw
couples, hand in hand, their heads like bookends pressing air
together. We saw them and spun our propellers so fast our faces
were blurs.
I blame that jacket for those bad years. I blame my mother for
D
her bad taste and her cheap ways. It was a sad time for the heart.
With a friend I spent my sixth-grade year in a tree in the alley,
waiting for something good to happen to me in that jacket, which E
had become the ugly brother who tagged along wherever I went.
And it was about that time that I began to grow. My chest puffed up
with muscle and, strangely, a few more ribs. Even my hands, those
fleshy hammers, showed bravely through the cuffs, the fingers
already hardening for the coming fights. But that L-shaped rip on the
left sleeve got bigger, bits of stuffing coughed out from its wound
after a hard day of play. I finally Scotch-taped it closed, but in rain
or cold weather the tape peeled off like a scab and more stuffing fell
out until that sleeve shriveled into a palsied arm. That winter the
elbows began to crack and whole chunks of green began to fall off.
I showed the cracks to my mother, who always seemed to be at the
stove with steamed-up glasses, and she said that there were children
in Mexico who would love that jacket. I told her that this was
America and yelled that Debbie, my sister, didn’t have a jacket like
mine. I ran outside, ready to cry, and climbed the tree by the alley to
think bad thoughts and watch my breath puff white and disappear.

Teach the Model
Make Connections
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Description
Tell students, “I am really enjoying Soto’s writing.
One reason is because he does such a good job of
describing things. I like when he says his jacket was
the color of day-old guacamole. I can just picture an
ugly gray-green color.” Ask students to point out
descriptions in the piece that they like. Point out the
comparisons Soto makes, such as “he was as thin as
a young tree.” Have students find other descriptions

Answer: Answers will vary. A possible
answer might be that the student
feels sorry for the narrator because he
or she knows how it feels to be
laughed at. C

Analyze Literature
Characterization Ask students:
“Gary says his mother was cheap. Do
you think that was true? Why do you
think Mrs. Soto bought the jacket?”
Have students discuss other details
from the story that relate to his
growing up poor. D

Analyze Literature
Hyperbole Explain that when a writer
wildly exaggerates something on
purpose, he or she is using hyperbole.
Say: “When Soto says he spent his sixth
grade year in a tree in the alley with a
friend, do you think he really stayed
there the entire year? How does this
statement affect the tone of the
writing?” Have students find other
examples of hyperbole in the
memoir. E

Use Reading Strategies
Visualize Answer: Words that
describe the way the jacket looks now
include: “stuffing coughed out from its
wound,” “Scotch-taped,” “tape peeled
off like a scab,” and “sleeve shriveled
into a palsied arm.” F
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that use comparison. Then ask students to write
their own description of a piece of clothing they
strongly like or dislike. Ask them to tell about size,
color, texture, and decorations. Encourage them to
use comparisons in describing.
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Teach the Model
Use Reading Skills
Identify Cause and Effect Point out
that Soto thought he was unpopular
because of his ugly jacket. Ask: “Do
you think that is the real reason he
was unpopular? For what other reasons
might a person feel unpopular?” Point
out that there can be many reasons.
Have the class collaborate on a causeand-effect chart brainstorming some
reasons a middle school student might
not feel popular.

Analyze Literature
Memoir Answer: Students may say
the tone has grown more accepting or
less angry. A
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But whole pieces still casually flew off my jacket when I played
hard, read quietly, or took vicious spelling tests at school. When it
became so spotted that my brother began to call me “camouflage,”
I flung it over the fence into the alley. Later, however, I swiped the
jacket off the ground and went inside to drape it across my lap and
mope.
I was called to dinner: steam silvered my mother’s glasses as she
said grace; my brother and sister with their heads bowed made ugly
faces at their glasses of powdered milk. I gagged too, but eagerly ate
big rips of buttered tortilla that held scooped-up beans. Finished, I
went outside with my jacket across my arm. It was a cold sky. The
faces of clouds were piled up, hurting. I climbed the fence, jumping
down with a grunt. I started up the alley and soon slipped into my
jacket, that green ugly brother who breathed over my shoulder that
day and ever since. 
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You may
want to ask
students to
write a
journal entry or quick write, or
divide students into discussion
groups or lead a whole-class
discussion about this question.
Answer: Answers will vary.
Students may have experienced
something that would have
totally changed their lives if it
had gone differently. The
reasons for this might include
that we are often faced by
choices that will lead us down
one path in life rather than
another.
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Differentiated Instruction
Reading Proficiency
Have students review their completed story strips.
Explain that the strips show details from the story.
To be sure students have the big picture, help them
create a statement of the main idea of the memoir
based on the story details they have recorded.

268

TEACHING NOTE
Ask the Author

0258-0283_Lit3eG

Divide the class into small groups. Have each
group brainstorm and list some questions they
would like to ask Gary Soto. Have each group
pass its questions to another group, which will
then pretend to be the author and answer in the
way they think Soto would. Have groups
share some of the questions and answers
with the class. Model a question: “What
other clothing item have you owned
that deeply affected your life?”
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Review the Model
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“day-old
guacamole”
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Tone
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1. (a) He wants a jacket like a biker’s,
black with lots of studs and belts.
(b) The narrator thinks the jacket is
ugly and not at all like the biker’s
jacket he wanted.
2. (a) Answers may include he got Cs
and Ds on quizzes, was bullied and
stared at, and could not do his
homework. (b) It is unlikely that the
jacket caused any of these things.

Make Judgments
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Find Meaning

Collaborative Learning
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Critical Literacy
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3. (a) The narrator is unhappy
about his jacket but does not feel he
can complain. He takes out his
unhappiness on his dog. (b) Teasing
Brownie made things worse because
the dog tore a hole in the jacket.
4. Answers will vary. Students may
infer that he does not want to hurt
her feelings or that he knows she
can’t replace the jacket.
5. The narrator still does not like his
jacket and sometimes tries to go
without it, but he has accepted the
fact that it is in his life.

Analyze Literature
Memoir Answer: Student charts may
include examples of Soto’s use of
exaggeration and sensory details that
add to the humorous tone, such as
describing the color of the jacket as
like “day-old guacamole.”
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Rubrics for Writing Options
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You can adapt this as a checklist for students to
use as they write.
Creative Writing
N Is the diary clearly written from the perspective
of a sixth grade boy?
N Does the diary entry clearly set out the writer’s
feelings about getting rid of his old jacket and
buying a new one?
N Does the diary entry include original examples
of colorful language and hyperbole?

 

Expository Writing
11/30/07 11:09:37 AM
N Does the paragraph indicate a grasp of how
Soto’s tone reveals his feelings?
N Does the paragraph give examples of how Soto
creates the humorous tone?
N Does the paragraph indicate that the narrator’s
feelings may have changed over time?

Program Resources
For further instruction, refer
students to the following extension
activity: Collaborative Learning:
Compare Opinions, Exceeding the
Standards: Extension Activities, p. 8.
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“Seventh Grade”
Gary Soto
In Baseball in April and Other Stories (1990)

On the first day of school, Victor stood in line half an hour
before he came to a wobbly card table. He was handed a
packet of papers and a computer card on which he listed his
one elective, French. He already spoke Spanish and English,
but he thought some day he might travel to France, where it
was cool; not like Fresno, where summer days reached 110
degrees in the shade. There were rivers in Prance, and huge
churches, and fair-skinned people everywhere, the way there
were brown people all around Victor
Besides, Teresa, a girl he had liked since they were in
catechism classes at Saint Theresa’s, was taking French, too.
With any luck they would be in the same class. Teresa is going
to be my girl this year, he promised himself as he left the gym
full of students in their new fall clothes. She was cute. And
good in math, too, Victor thought as he walked down the hall
to his homeroom. He ran into his friend, Michael Torres, by the
water fountain that never turned off.
They shook hands, raza-style, and jerked their heads at one
another in a saludo de vato. “How come you’re making a
face?” asked Victor.
“I ain’t making a face, ese. This is my face.” Michael said
his face had changed during the summer. He had read a GQ
magazine that his older brother had borrowed from the Book
Mobile and noticed that the male models all had the same
look on their faces. They would stand, one arm around a
beautiful woman, and scowl. They would sit at the pool, their
rippled stomachs dark with shadow, and scowl. They would sit
at dinner tables, cool drinks in their hands, and scowl,
“I think it works,” Michael said. He scowled and let his
upper lip quiver. His teeth showed along with the ferocity of
his soul. “Belinda Reyes walked by a while ago and looked at
me,” he said.

Victor didn’t say anything, though he thought his friend
looked pretty strange. They talked about recent movies,
baseball, their parents, and the horrors of picking grapes in
order to buy their fall clothes. Picking grapes was like living in
Siberia, except hot and more boring.
“What classes are you taking?” Michael said, scowling.
“French. How ‘bout you?”
“Spanish. L ain’t so good at it, even if I’m Mexican."
“I’m not either, but I’m better at it than math, that’s for
sure.”
A tiny, three-beat bell propelled students to their
homerooms. The two friends socked each other in the arm
and went their ways, Victor thinking, man, that’s weird.
Michael thinks making a face makes him handsome.
On the way to his homeroom, Victor tried a scowl. He felt
foolish, until out of the corner of his eye he saw a girl looking
at hint Umm, he thought, maybe it does work. He scowled
with greater conviction.
In the homeroom, roll was taken, emergency cards were
passed out, and they were given a bulletin to take home to
their parents. The principal, Mr. Belton, spoke over the
crackling loudspeaker, welcoming the students to a new
year, new experiences, and new friendships. The students
squirmed in their chairs and ignored him, they were anxious to
go to first period. Victor sat calmly, thinking of Teresa, who sat
two rows away, reading a paperback novel. This would be his
lucky year. She was in his homeroom, and would probably be
in his English and math classes. And, of course, French.
The bell rang for first period, and the students herded
noisily through the door. Only Teresa lingered, talking with the
homeroom teacher.
“So you think I should talk to Mrs. Gaines?” she asked the
teacher. “She would know about ballet?”
“She would be a good bet,” the teacher said. Then
added, “Or the gym teacher, Mrs. Garza."

Victor lingered, keeping his head down and staring at his
desk. He wanted to leave when she did so he could bump
into her and say something clever.
He watched her on the sly. As she turned to leave, he
stood up and hurried to the door, where he managed to
catch her eye. She smiled and said, “Hi, Victor."
He smiled back and said, “Yeah, that's me.” His brown face
blushed. Why hadn’t he said, “Hi, Teresa,” or "How was your
summer?” or something nice.
As Teresa walked down the hall, Victor walked the other
way, looking back, admiring how gracefully she walked, one
foot in front of the other. So much for being in the same class,
he thought. As he trudged to English, he practiced scowling.
In English they reviewed the parts of speech. Mr. Lucas, a
portly man, waddled down the aisle, asking, “What is a
noun?”
“A person, place, or thing,” said the class in unison.
Yes, now somebody give mean example of a person--you,
Victor Rodriguez.”
"Teresa,” Victor said automatically. Some of the girls
giggled. They knew he had a crush on Teresa. He felt himself
blushing again.
“Correct,” Mr. Lucas said. “Now provide me with a place.”
Mr. Lucas called on a freckled kid who answered,
“Teresa’s house with a kitchen full of big brothers.”
After English, Victor had math, his weakest subject. He sat
in the back by the window, hoping that he would not be
called on. Victor understood most of the problems, but some
of the stuff looked like the teacher made it up as she went
along. It was confusing, like the inside of a watch.
After math he had a fifteen-minute break, then social
studies, and finally lunch. He bought a tuna casserole with

buttered rolls, some fruit cocktail, and milk. He sat with
Michael, who practiced scowling between bites,
Girls walked by and looked at him, “See what I mean,
Vic?” Michael scowled. "They love it.”
Yeah, I guess so.
They ate slowly, Victor scanning the horizon for a glimpse
of Teresa. He didn’t see her. She must have brought lunch, he
thought, and is eating outside. Victor scraped his plate and
left Michael, who was busy scowling at a girl two tables
away.
The small, triangle-shaped campus bustled with students
talking about their new classes. Everyone was in a sunny
mood. Victor hurried to the bag lunch area, where he sat
down and opened his math book. He moved his lips as if he
were reading, but his mind was somewhere else. He raised his
eyes slowly and looked around. No Teresa.
He lowered his eyes, pretending to study, then looked
slowly to the left. No Teresa. He turned a page in the book
and stared at some math problems that scared him because
he knew he would have to do them eventually. He looked at
the right. Still no sign of her. He stretched out lazily in an
attempt to disguise his snooping.
Then he saw her. She was sitting with a girlfriend under a
plum tree. Victor moved to a table near her and
daydreamed about taking her to a movie. When the bell
sounded, Teresa looked up, and their eyes met. She smiled
sweetly and gathered her books. Her next class was French,
same as Victor’s.
They were among the last students to arrive in class, so all
the good desks in the back had already been taken. Victor
was forced to sit near the front, a few desks away from
Teresa, while Mr. Bueller wrote French words on the
chalkboard. The bell rang, and Mr. Bueller wiped his hands,
turned to the class, and said, “Bonjour.”
“Bonjour,” braved a few students.

“Bonjour” Victor whispered. He wondered if Teresa heard
him.
Mr. Bueller said that if the students studied hard, at the end
of the year they could go to France and be understood by
the populace.
One kid raised his hand and asked, “‘What’s ‘populace’?”
"The people, the people of France.”
Mr. Bueller asked if anyone knew French. Victor raised his
hand, wanting to impress Teresa. The teacher beamed and
said, “Tres bien. Parlez-vous francais?”
Victor didn’t know what to say. The teacher wet his lips
and asked something else in French. The room grew silent.
Victor felt all eyes staring at him. He tried to bluff his way out
by making noises that sounded French.
“La me vave me con le grandma,” he said uncertainly.
Mr. Bueller, wrinkling his face in curiosity, asked him to
speak up.
Great rosebushes of red bloomed on Victor’s cheeks. A
river of nervous sweat ran down his palms. He felt awful.
Teresa sat a few desks away, no doubt thinking he was a fool.
Without looking at Mr. Bueller, Victor mumbled, ‘Frenchie oh
wewe gee in September.”
Mr. Bueller asked Victor to repeat what he said.
“Frenchie oh wewe gee in September," Victor repeated.
Mr. Bueller understood that the boy didn’t know French
and turned away. He walked to the blackboard and pointed
to the words on the board with his steel-edged ruler.
"Le bateau,” he sang.
“Le bateau,” the students repeated.
"Le bateau est sur l’eau,” he sang.

“Le bateau est sur l’eau.”
Victor was too weak from failure to join the class. He stared
at the board and wished he had taken Spanish, not French.
Better yet, he wished he could start his life over. He had never
been so embarrassed. He bit his thumb until he tore off a sliver
of skin.
The bell sounded for fifth period, and Victor shot out of the
room, avoiding the stares of the other kids, but had to return
for his math book. He looked sheepishly at the teacher, who
was erasing the board, then widened his eyes in terror at
Teresa who stood in front of him. “I didn’t know you knew
French,”she said. “That was good.”
Mr. Bueller looked at Victor, and Victor looked back. Oh
please, don’t say anything, Victor pleaded with his eyes. I’ll
wash your car, mow your lawn, walk your dog--anything! I'll
be your best student, and I’ll clean your erasers after school.
Mr. Bueller shuffled through the papers on his desk, He
smiled and hummed as he sat down to work. He
remembered his college years when he dated a girlfri0end in
borrowed cars. She thought he was rich because each time
he picked her up he had a different car. It was fun until he
had spent all his money on her and had to write home to his
parents because he was broke.
Victor couldn’t stand to look at Teresa. He was sweaty with
shame. “Yeah, well, I picked up a few things from movies and
books and stuff like that.” They left the class together. Teresa
asked him if he would help her with her French.
"Sure, anytime,” Victor said.
“I won’t be bothering you, will I?”
"Oh no, I like being bothered.”
“Bonjour,”Teresa said, leaving him outside her next class.
She smiled and pushed wisps of hair from her face.
"Yeah, right, bonjour,” Victor said. He turned and headed
to his class. The rosebuds of shame on his face became

bouquets of love. Teresa is a great girl, he thought. And Mr.
Bueller is a good guy.
He raced to metal shop. After metal shop there was
biology, and after biology a long sprint to the public library,
where he checked out three French textbooks.
He was going to like seventh grade.
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Cold-Read Task
Read “Seventh Grade” by Gary Soto. Then answer the questions.

1. Read this sentence from the passage.
“He looked sheepishly at the teacher, who was erasing the board, then widened his eyes in terror at Teresa
who stood in front of him.”
Part A

What is implied by the word sheepishly?
a.
b.
c.
d.

Victor is outgoing and confident around Teresa.
Victor is excited about French but terrified that he is taking it with Teresa.
Victor is intimidated by and scared to approach his teacher.
Victor is embarrassed and self-conscious around Teresa.

Part B

Which detail from the passage best helps in understanding the meaning of sheepishly?
a.
b.
c.
d.

“Teresa is going to be my girl this year…”
“Great rosebushes of red bloomed on Victor’s cheeks.”
“Victor raised his hand, wanting to impress Teresa.”
“He walked to the blackboard and pointed to the words on the board with his steel-edged ruler.”

2. Part A
Which of the following statements best describes Victor’s interactions with Michael?
a.
b.
c.
d.

Victor enjoys Michael’s company, but he is much more concerned with winning Teresa’s attention.
Victor feels that he and Michael have nothing in common anymore.
Victor is embarrassed of Michael because of the ugly scowls he makes to impress girls.
Victor values Michael’s advice about how to win girls’ attention.

Part B

Which quotation from the story best supports your answer to Part A?
a.
b.
c.
d.

“Michael said his face had changed during the summer.”
“…Victor tried a scowl. He felt foolish until, out of the corner of his eye, he saw a girl looking at him.”
“They ate slowly, Victor scanning the horizon for a glimpse of Teresa.”
“Victor didn’t say anything, though he felt his friend looked pretty strange.”

3. Part A
What is the relationship between Victor and his French teacher, Mr. Bueller?
a. Mr. Bueller likes Victor but feels he is unintelligent.
b. Mr. Bueller scares Victor because he asks difficult questions.
c. Mr. Bueller and Victor understand and respect one another.
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d. Mr. Bueller dislikes Victor because he knows Victor is only taking French for Teresa.
Part B

Which excerpt from the text best supports your answer to Part A?
a. “Victor raised his hand, wanting to impress Teresa.”
b. “He smiled and hummed as he sat down. He remembered his college years when he dated a girlfriend in
borrowed cars.”
c. “Mr. Bueller asked Victor to repeat what he said…Mr. Bueller understood that the boy didn’t know French
and turned away.”
d. “Mr. Bueller, wrinkling his face in curiosity, asked him to speak up.”
4. Part A
Which of the following best states the theme of the story “Seventh Grade”?
a.
b.
c.
d.

Embarrassment and shame are natural emotions that everyone experiences at some point.
Identity is not something you portray, it is who you are.
Never abandon a long term friendship for short-term happiness.
Middle school relationships are complicated.

Part B

Which sentence explains how the theme is developed in the passage?
a. The author describes three characters who have attempted to change their identity to attract others.
b. The author portrays multiple characters’ experiences with embarrassment and shame.
c. The author develops the friendship between Victor and Michael only to have it destroyed by Teresa’s
attentions.
d. The author depicts the many different relationships that take place in a school along with their complications.
5. Read this sentence from the passage.
“The rosebuds of shame on his face became bouquets of love.”
Part A

Which of the following statements best explains the meaning of this use of figurative language?
a. Victor’s blush of embarrassment became increasingly brighter and spread across his cheeks when he realized
Mr. Bueller knew he liked Teresa.
b. Victor’s blush of embarrassment faded as he turned his thoughts away from French and toward Teresa.
c. Victor’s blush of embarrassment transformed itself into a blush of love as Teresa spoke to him about future
plans.
d. Victor’s blush of embarrassment transformed into a blush of pride as he realized that everyone in the class
believed that he knew French.
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Part B

How does this excerpt impact the tone of the passage?
a. The comparison of the blush to bouquets creates a serious tone about the extent of Victor’s shame.
b. The comparison of the blush to rosebuds and bouquets creates a childish tone, which shows how quickly
Victor’s feelings change throughout the story.
c. The comparison of the blush to rosebuds creates a sweet, tender tone, which shows the budding young love
Victor feels.
d. The comparison of the blush to bouquets creates a gloomy tone about the intensity of Victor’s sadness upon
realizing that he is not as good at French as he thought he would be.
6. Throughout the story “Seventh Grade” by Gary Soto, Victor learns many things about himself as a result of the
interactions he has with other characters. Write a multi-paragraph essay that examines the ways in which both
Teresa and Mr. Bueller help Victor become more confident in himself and excited about his seventh grade year.
Be sure to include an introduction, effective transitions, textual evidence to support your claims, and a
conclusion. Cite evidence from the passage to support your response. Be sure to observe the conventions of
standard English.
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